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COOPER TIM.

BY AVGUST LARNED,

Cooper Tim was a large-headed little
man, with a certain pleasantness of face
that ean hardly be analyzed, For Tim

had none of the fatal gift of beauty; and |

yet a certain genial gooduess did ray
out of his homely features, although he
was the most taciturn of human beings.

There wus an ingenious theory cur-
rent among the neighbors that Tim had
been stunted, when a boy, by the too
vigorous arm of his mother, who was
unaccustomed to spare the rod, There
was another theory, precisely contrary,
to the eflect that his mother had beaten
him in order to bring out the bright-
ness which must somewhere be latent
in Tim's constitutiony but, instead of
producing the desired result, the boy
had sunk into umfathomable deeps of
silence.

His mother in time went the way of
all flesh, and Tim came into possession
of a shop, and a little dwelling-house
hard by, which he rented to a quiet
family, taking his meals with the ten-
ants and lodging in a small room back
of the shop. Ilere he lived and worked
from day to duy, minding his own busi-
ness and thinking no evil. He labored
diligently on barrels, casks, butter-

tubs, sap-buckets, any thing that
came to his  hand, Some-
times ho went to the woods,

to engage in what he called getting out
segtnfl’  When he was coopering &
large hogshead, the little man was
obliged to mount on & sort of platform
to set the staves and adjust the hoops.
Then the children from the village
school would peep in at the shop-door,
as if it had been a penny show. And
Tim would gladly have spoken to them,
for he liked their bright eyes and rosy
cheeks; but never a word could he find
to say for himself, and when his large,
bushy head came furtively up over the
edge of the cnsk, like Juck-in-the-box,
they all scampered away,

Strange to say, Tim had been paying
attention to a young woman, by name
Amanda Ainslie, for several years. She
lived in the next township, snd the lit-
tle cooper did not see her very often;
but it was well understood nmong the
neighbors that Tim and 'Mandy were
¢t keeping compangy,'? and that old Mrs.
Ainslie, "Mandy’s mother, did not ap-
prove the mnteh. She had no liking, it
was gaid, for the kind of ** dumb, driven
eattle” to which Tim belonged ; but pre-
ferved 0 man for her daughter who could
speak wp fur himself and assert the fact
that lis soul was his own.

The neighbors, furthermore, declared
that Tim would never have made ad-
vances to n mortal woman, for he stood
in extreme awe of the sex,bad not "Man-
dy done the courting. Once, ata pic-
nie, seeing him unnoticed and alone,she
had spoken n few kind words to Tim,
which sank into his heart. Perhaps
before that, with a girl's quick eye, she
had noticed the pleasantness that did
ray forth from the little cooper, in spite
of his still tongue.

"Mandy was not a beauty; but she had
a fresh, wholesome face and an abun-
dance of laxen hair. She wes a good-
hearted girl anid o great talker, and this
gift of speuch Wwas a constant source of
wonder and delight to Tim. He would
sit beside hor by the hour spell-bound
with sdmiration, while *Mandy poured
forth her easy chat. In hislonely hours,
while busy with adze and hatchet, he
pondered over the mystery of how "Man.
dy did it; how she coul

swath of talle right throngh the most  were chalked up behind the shop-door. | &

tangled field of topies. And he Jooked
upon ‘Mandy’s accomplishment with

awe, ne upon some intricate piece of |

coopering. of which he was quite unable
to get the hang. '

How "Mandy perceived the nature of
her admirer I know not; but, doubtless,
she rejoiced in him as in a perfect listen.
er, and feil into the way of sitting by
him at country gatherings and having
him named as ber * bean.”  Tim paid
an oeensional visit to her home, several
miles distant, aith m_;_{['. old I:i'!}' Ainslie
doomed bis horse to that uncomfortable
fodder called post-maeal and had never
5 him to partuke of a meal in her

The pretexts for these visits

were certain little presents which Tim,
in his keisare hoars, had fashioned for
"Mandy out of hiard wood. He owned

a small turming-lathe and was ingenions
in contriving work-boxes, napkin-rings,
and thread-reels, which he prodoced
one by one and slipped into the work-
table of his I'.u!_\ Jove, a2 if be had been
committing felony.

The situation had been somewhat

complicate! within the last two or three
vears by the appearance of & rival,
Joshus Holly, a small farmer, who lived
several miles pesrer “Mandy than Tim

|did and had made good use of his op-
portunities. Joshua wished to secure n
notable housekeeper and a good butter
and cheese-muker for his small dairy.
An amiable wife, with these qualifica-
tions, he thought, would be almost as
valuable to him as a good cow. 'Mandy
for u long time had no idea of marrying
| Joshua; but she was willing to use him
| ns a gpur in the side of her slow lover.
| But Tim was too simple-minded to be
jeslous. ¥e thought within himself
that Josh was & big tulker, and 'Mandy
could never endure to have her precious
privilege trenched upon. Besides, Josh
had but a small, scrubby farm, only
half paid for; while Tim's cottage and
shop were one of the nicest places to be
found and entirely unencumbered.
‘Mandy would be a little queen there,
and quite free from the drudgery of the
farm.

This courting business had gone on
seven yeurs. ’Mandy was over 30 and
Tim was verging toward 40, Although

as to her desires and hopes, she was a
monument of patience, and protected
her dilatory lover to the best of her abil-
ity ngainst her mother's sharp attacks.
During the seven years' courting it had
often occurred to Tim that he must come
to the point sooner or later. Then the
roulade of quick blows on the side of
some cask or barrel would cease for a
moment, and the little cooper would
feel a queer giving way in his frame,
while perspiration broke out upon him,
as the great change from single blessed-
ness to the marriage state was present-
ed to his mind,

But there came a day carly one spring
when the poet tells us

A young man'y funey lghtly turns to

thoughts of love,

The grass was springing on the turfy
river-bank near which T'im’s shop stood ;
crocusses were pouting their pretty buds
in the back gavden; large, loose piles
of purple and white vapor filled the sky;
a robin was twittering on the limb of an
old mossy apple tree. Tim's fancy wos
a little sluggish; but, as he reflected, it
seemed to bim that in some way he was
at variance with the soft, vernal sun-
ghine. He felt older and stiffer in the
joints than he had done ton years ear-
lier. There were wrinkles at the cor-
ners of his eyes and a liberal sparkling
of gray lines in his stiff hair. He
thought of 'Mandy, and there came o
melting, asoftness round his heart. He
pictured her as mistress of the little
coltage, stepping about and singing at
her work. 'Mandy had a good voice
for singing, and infused cheerfulness
into the very air.

Tim’s fancy took another stride, and
passed on to n new station. He began
to picture little Tims gnd "Mandys run-
ning and racing and hallooing about
the shop and the garden, Oune little
curly-headed elf would persist in peep-
ing around the corner of the door at
him, a8 he briskly used his adze upon a
great beer cask. It was nothing but a
heap of yellow shavings and @ spot of
sunshine. Somedisturbing elementwas
fermenting in the little cooper’s head
and heart, and he could work no.more
that day. e said to himself that * he
had it bad,” What the *it" was he did
not try to explain.

An early hour of the afternoon saw
Tim, dressed in his Sunday best,mount-
ed on a hired horse, and wending his
[ way toward *Mandy's home. He re-
[ feeted, as he rode along, that it was full
[ two months since he had paid her a vis-
[ it, owing to the breaking up of a hard
[ winter and the miry condition of the
|ronds. They had never corresponded,

and Tim did not possess a single scrap
of his lady-love's handwriting. He
| himse!f was but a poor seribe. His ae-

1 cut & clean counts with the neighboring farmers | creeter.

| An unusually long period had elapsed
| since his last visit to *Mandy. She might
But Tim did not
He was ter-

| dead and buried.
dread any thing tragieal.

ribly nervous over the task that lay be- |

fore him, for he remembered that there
| had never been any outspoken engage-
ment between them, It wasa purely
wacit affair. Of course, she knew how
he felt, and she had more than once giv-
en him very reassuring glimpses into
her own heart. Tim was st ease on that
point; bat, for once, he did long for
Joshus Holly's Zift of gab, that he might
do the thing up in proper form, and ask
‘Mandy to have him in a neat and work-
man-like manner. While trying to frame
the sentence, he was seized with a shiv-
er. His horse stumbled, but he pail no
heed. ‘This was a tougher job than
keeping up the staves to drive on the
first hoop, and in a state of
he came abreast of Joshua Holly's
house, which he must pass to reach the
Widow Ainslie®s. It was an old frame
building, gray and rather dilspidated,
standing on s knoll that overlooked
the road. Tim was recalled to his
senses by the sight of a load of house-
hold stuff, surmounted by a feather bed,

tho lady had thrown out certain hints |

have had the influenza, and, in fact, be,

abstraction !

-

drawn up before the door, with Widow
Ainslie bustling about and giving orders
to the driver.

“Do you want to see 'Mandy, Mr.
Lathum?" she called to Tim, while a
wicked, trinmphant gleam shot from her
old eye.

Tim checked his horse, opened bis
mouth to speak, then closed it again
and slowly nodded his head. Amidst
the whirl in his brain, he remembered
that Josh Holly's mother was half the
time bedridden. Probably her neigh-
bors had gone in to minister to her
needs,

In & moment 'Mandy came out into
the soft spring sunshine. She was
dressed in one of her best gowns, a durk
blue stuff, which served as a foil to her
| fair skin and pretty light hair; but her
fance was pale and her looks troubled.
Tim got off his horse and they walked
along the grassy rondside together in
silence for a few paces,

« ‘Mandy," said Tim, at last, “I
thought I would come over to-day end
have a few words with yon."

#Then you have heard, TimP" said
she, her mouth trembling and her face
looking white.

¢ No, I haven't heard any thing, I
gint in the way of hearing much. But
{ you know, *Mandy, we have kept com-
'pnny a long time, and it has
lcome into my mind of late that
|you and me, being separato staves in
the world, we might as well have the
hoop up on and be coopered up together.
"Tain't no use making s great talk about
it. You know me and [ know you, and
if you will have me, 'Mandy, 1"l try and
do the right thing."

There sppearved to be a partieularly
large obstruction in Tim's throat. He
was too busy with his own emotions to
think of 'Mandy. Suddenly she put her
hands before her face and began to sob.

¢ Qh! Tim, why didn’t you speak be-
fore? What made you s0 slow "

# ] didn't think there was any great
taking of a hurry, 'Mandy,” said Tim,
discomfited and hardly knowing why.
“I'ma slow man, 'Mandy; slow, but
gure. I neverthought of any ether girl
but you; and I've thought of you sum-
mer and winter, year in amd year out,
when I was coopering away at the tubs
and buckets. If I hadn’t been o dumb
creature, like the four-footed beasts
of the fleld, I mdght have
made something fine of all my thoughts
about you, 'Mandy; but it scemed s
though you must know what was going
on within me."

«Don't talk like that, Tim," sobbed
the poor girl, ‘It will just kill me, and
it is too late now. Mother was always
against you, Tim. She snid you was
one of them confirmed old bachelors
that only wanted a place to run to.
She kept at me continually about Josh
Holly, and Josh would let me have no
peace. Mother was always complain-
ing about the mortgage on the old
place. She said I could get her out of
trouble and give her a good home for
the rest of her days just by saying the
word. You have only been over to see
me once in five months, Tim. How
could I know you meant any thing? Oh!
I must tell you; butit will hreak my
heart. They hurried things up. They
g£AVEe mo no rest, and 1 was married to
Joshua yesterday."

Tim felt his knees giving way. The
bright spring sunshine turned black be-
fore his eyes. There was a sound of
rushing and roaring waters in his ears.

He came to himself in an instant, and | senses

‘Maudy had hold of his arm.
|
ll *

! yoice, unclasping her co
keeping them for a moment in his own.

reat wrong,
| pardon. I didn't mesn to,” he added

[in a half whisper,
|

hurt its young ones."

"Mandy stood there deathly p
| rigid., She could not speak a word
There was a contraction in her throat
that made utterance impossible, thongh
she longed to ery out and ask Tim’s fur-
giveness fur ever having doubted him.

Tim hnd climbed feebly upon his
horse again and 1 urned him round, bead-
ing toward howme. “ Good-hy, "Man-
dy,” said he, in a husky, strange tone,
giving her a last louk. u] shan't see
you again; but 1 shall always think of
you and wish you well.”

*Mandy watched him in a kind of
stony despair, ss he rode slowly away,
looking alraost decrepit, for the little
cooper had grown old in an hoar.

From that day Tim was s changed
man. He could not defive the trouble
that had come upon him or bardly
frame & thought sbout it.  The bottom
of the universe seemed to have fallen
out, leiting the staves tamble into a
chaotic pile. *Mandy was gone out of
his life, and mow for the first time
he realized bhow large s portion of his

« T'ain’t nothing, said he, in a fuint | Tim
Id fingers and | yearnings for

“Only I'm such a dumb, slow, stupid | lisping
I see now I have done you a | to the sound of wind in the trees,
‘Mandy, and I beg your | music
» | perceived that even the inanimate could |
«1 wouldn't have | speak, while he was dumb; and, with a |
harmed a hair of your head, more than | sense of his own abasement and incom- |
an old mother-bird would knowingly | pleteness,

ale and l With this new chord vibrating in him,

{in him must find vent.

being the thought of ‘Mandy and the
hope of some day making her his wife
had filled. Existence had lost its savor

and sensoning. The pleasantness he |sing

had vaguely felt turned to a blank and
n wonriness, He grow listless and in-
different to the things that had once
seemed of prime importance. For hours
togother he would remain scated on o
low stool, with his head buried in his
hands. Once or twice he passed the
night in this way, without taking note
of time.

Tim's name had always been a
synonym for business promptness; but
now things were sadly changed. The
adze and hatehet were idle for days to-
gother. There were fifty barrels to
mauke for a neighboring brewer, and
when the time came round he had
not touched one of them, Tim had
no bad habits. He noither smoked nor

One day Tim listened to & bluebi™d
singing in a troe noar the shop In a hap-
py little warble. The song seemod to
into his heart ns no musio
ever had done before., He ran
to the plice behind the doer; for
surely he could chalk up somothing
now, while the musio was still quivering
in his ears, and wrote, considera~
ble swiftnes, one line:

A blew burd set on a cherry-tree Hm.
Tim leoked at it with proper pride. It
was the first he had ever achleved. He
had some dim notions aboyt poetry.
He knew there was a word that would
rhyme with *lim" and make a pretty
couplet. Was it slimP Noj; the blue-
bird wnan't slim. It was plump nnd
fat. ‘Tim's peetry, if he made any,
must square with the truth, and
be as genuine us his tubs and buckets.
He did not rubout that line. Tt was

drank. He had never given Mrs. Dodd,
with whom he took his meals, the lenst |
trouble abont his food. He was the
most inoffensive and gentle of wortals,

The great disappointment at first
seemed to produce in Tim n mental
palsy. His faculties were numb.
He could not turn them to outward
things, A sense of loss filled and
overwhelmed him; but by and by there
were vague openings in the thick mist
that shrouded his senses, He realized
that "Mandy was lost to him forever.
He groped about in darkness for the old
hope; but did not find it. She would
never be queen of the white cottage.
No little Tims nnd 'Mandys would over
frolic and chnse each other about the
gurden and the shop. The main stay of
his life was gone; but gradually he |
opened his eyes upon the world, and un- |
stopped his ears, to listen to its voices, |

The view from the shop-door was|
very lovely. It was in the full glory of i
ita summer dress. The clear, bright
little river ran swiftly past, flashing like
melted dinmonds in the sunshine. The
green shore sloped down in soft curves
to kiss the bright wavelets, and there
were thickets of bushes mingled with
wild flowers along the bank, allalive
with birds, Out in the middle of the
river a little island bhad rooted itself,
and was crowned with a tuft of feathery
trees; and beyond rose blue hills, lap-
ping and folding delightful shadows
and gleams of sunlight in their curves.

Tim would sit for long hours at the
door, with a vague feeling of wonder,
ay if seeing and hearing had just been
given to him. He felt that he had
always been like the dumb beasts of
the ficld, that chew the cud and look
straight  before them, perceiving
nothing. If it had not been for his
dumbness and his blindness he never
would have wronged ‘Mandy, leaving
her to cling to a vain hope until her
heart fainted within her.

In those long summer days the little
cooper had ceased to work, save in &
fitful way, beginning what never would
be finished. The neighbors talked about
him, shook their heads, and called him
o hlf eracked.”  He lived in the shop,
sleeping in the bedroom at the rear, and
for whole days together communicated
with no human being. When he forgot
to go to his meals, oyer at the cottage,
kind little Mrs. Dodd would carry his
food to the shop; and, finding him in &
state of deep abstraction, would set it
down softly and go her way without
speaking. In her heart she helieved
that Tim's wits had gone astray.

beautiful in his eyes. He went often to
look at it, and stood contemplating the

{ effort of his genins for minutes together.

From time to time he chalked up other
lines of the same nature; but none of
them so much rosembled an inspiration
as this about the bluebird. p

He had ceased to go at all to the cot~
tage now, and Mrs, Dodd came regular-
Iy with his meals. She brought him
needful changes of clean linen and at-
tended to his bed; and then escaped
quiskly from the shop, often without
spenking o word to Tim, who seldom
seemed conscious of her presence.

s Poor soul!* said she to n neighbor,
with a tear gathering in  her kind eyea.
i He always would go a long piece out
of his way to avoid speaking; and now
there's a crack hore," touching hex
forehead, ‘*it's worse thanever. It's

| all long of "Mandy Holly, they sny—

sho that wns Ainslie; and I don't dare
to tell him that 'Mandy has lost her ba-
by and has gone into & decline,”

This was late in the fall, when the
weather was growing cold. Thero wus
astove in the shop; but Tim often for-
got to light his fire. A hacking cough
eamo on and he grew singularly feeble.
Ho had strange night-swents,that left the
sheats of his bed quite wet; but he suffer-
ed no pain, only ones or twice he faint-
od away.

Then Mrs. Dodd remonstrated.  8he
told him he was very ill, and begged
that she might take him over to the cot-
tage, to nurse him. But he would not
go. He answered gently that he did
not suffer, that he would get strong
pgain when the epring weather came.
But the little eooper grew wesker every
dny, from this painless wasting, and at
last he did not leave his bed.  Lis thin
face rested upon the pillow, and his
wistful eyes looked out beyond the
shows of things. At that time, when
his mind was weakened by this insidious
disense, he heard voices spesking to
him—'Mandy's voice, and others long
dead s and that little elf-iike child figure,
with golden hair, he had seen one sun-
ny spirng day playing about the ghop-
door, came peeping in and flitted around
his bed,

On n February night, when his
strength was far spent, there cnmo n
great fall of snow. Thick fakes drop-
ped from the vast, silent sky and muf-
fled up the world, Trackless and pure
and soft ns an angel's vestment it Iay
around the little shop, heaping the win-
dow-sill, lining the limbs of trees, pad-
ding all things with down, edging all
things with pearl. Tim watcbed it all
through the night, and the air to his lis-

It was in these days when his
were (uickened and his
mind emerging from its torpor umtl
hegan to fesl strange new
expression. He lay
awake half the night and listoned to the
znd babbling of the little river, |
te the |

of rain-drops on the roof. He |
|

he shed bitter tears that soak- |
ed into his lonely pillow.

|
it occurred to Tim that he might chalk |
up something behind the shop-door,

where hie had formerly made record of |
his tubs and barrels. He was no schol-

ar, and had attended the distriet school

only a few months in his boyhood. The

tescher rated him a dunce. He had

never written above two letters in his

life: and it is safe to say that he was &
worse speller than Goorge Washington. |
But this new life that was throbbing

He yvearned to

ally himself with the vocal and artica-

Inte side of creation. So he woald stand

for half an hour together, with the chalk |
in his fingers, his elbows squared, his |
bushy brows knitted, and the bair rais- |
ing in a tempest upon his head, trying

1o disentagle the confused snarl of his

impressions and feelings. Sometimes

he painfally traced & few lines on the

wall, which be was careful to smear out
agsain at once; but generally, as no
words would come, he put down the
chalk in despair.

tening ear seemed full of the flutter and
stir of winds. :
Early in the morning, when the gray,
ghostly dawn came to reveal the picture,
he crept feebly out of bed, and with &
trembling hand chalked up his last

record in the old place:
1 don't owe any hody';
1 pever choeatod any body §
1 nover mennt to hurm iy body
And 1 hnin't done good to any body.
T put my trust in Him that said the biind
shall see and the dutub shall speak.
His summons had come. He erawled

buck to bed, and they found him, some
hoars Tater, still and lifeless, with a
smile on his face and his hands clasped
in the attitude of prayer.—The Inde-
pendent.

Tux recent suit of Ira Melandy of
Bradford, Vt., in which he recovered
£5,600 from the town for injuries suf-
fered on the highway, was a singular
one in some respects, He clnimed that
this accident cansed paralysis of his
legs, %0 that these were dead so far as
movement and feeling were concerned.
The defendant attempted to prove that
he was shamming. They called in med-
jeal experts, stuck pins into his legs,
made cuts and applied ammonia and

wince or contract his muscles. Some of
the physicisns testified that such »
paralysis was an impossibility, but the
jury did not believe thal & man oould
have suflicient nerve to stand such tests
if there was any feeling in the members
experimented upon. He will probably
have to go through all this again, as the
case has been apjealed.




